|

-

RECITALS AND REMINISCENCES.

Svories Eminently Worth Telling of Experiences and Adventures
in the Great National Struggle.

A JUNE EVENING BEFORE - AT-
LANTA.

Cothran’s Battery amd Kripe's Brigade
Repulses Stevemson's Divislon.

Editor National Tribune: In Jan-
uary, 1862, Cothran’s Battery, of which
I was a member, was a part of the First
Division of the Second Corps, and later
the First Division of the Twelfth Corps.

then the Twentieth Corps. The same men
marched together and fought together
to the close of the war. About June
<0, 1864, the Twentieth Corps was in
motion going south, around the west
end of Kenesaw, which was yet in pos-
session of Johnston,

We wera halted to let some regi-
ments pass us. A Sergeant with a small
bag on his shoulder stopped and said
to me: .

“I have carried this bag to-day abour
as far as 1 care to. It is a bag of mus-
ket-balls. Will you put it into one of
your guns for my benefit?"”

I went to the rear chest of my cais-
son, raised the lid, and he dropped the
bag in. We moved on a few miles and
halted on a long ridge, which we at
once began to fortify, facing the works
10 the east toward Marietta. This ridge
ran parallel with the Chattanooga &
Atlanta Railroad, and about two miles
from it.

By midaight we had everything in
goud shape for defense. We moved
south two miles on June 21. The Fourth
Corps occupied the works as we moved
out. After our removal we seemed to
Le on the same ridge. By midnight we
Prad as good a line of works as those
we had vaeated. The right or First
Division was in heavy timber, while a
bheautiful valley was east of us reach-
ing north of Kenesaw. i

This »art of the valley was Culp's
jarm. I saw no house; only well-
fenced fietds and an old cotton-gin
with a large press to the right of ir.
This stood well to the other side of
the open ground.

On the morning of June 22 Gen.
Knipe sent a line of skirmishers (the
125th N. Y.) into the timber halt a
mile away on the other side of the
farm. The battery section I belonged
1o followed after. We came to a ridge.
When about half-way Gen. Knipe said
we had better take position there, which
we did. and he went over into the tim-
ber with his men to ascertain if any of
the enemy were lurking in that vicin-
iny.

He certzinly found some, for the fir-
Ing soor became brisk. He came back
and sent 200 men to reinforce his skir-
mishers. He told us to use one of sur
guns to put a shot through a designat-
ed tree-top, and te continue, at inter-
vals of about five minutes, firing about
three feet lower each time, until he
#av> us a signal. when we were to use
both guns. He disappeared for a short
time in the woods, and after our third
<hot he reappeared and waved a white
handkerchief.

We delivered about 10 rounds from
cach gun. Our men did some lively
shooling and some lusty cheerinz and
s#dvancea into the woods. A rebei bat-
tery in our front opened up and gave
us a few shots. Knipe soon came run-
ning back to us and said:

“We have driven them back. They
are trying to build breastworks. They
left one poor devil over there with his
leg shot off. T am going to fortify this
ridge for an outpost.”

His brigade came, and after lining
up behind the caissons, stacked arms
and went to the front to get all the
rails in the vicinity. The four remain-
ing guns of our battery came down and
stopped beyvond the stacked rifles. Rails
at a “right-shoulder shift” were com-
ing by the thousands from the front,

left and right, and were being laid in |
iine. The skirmishing became animat- |
ed for a time. Then followed a lull. |

Since the campaign opened Hood's |
Corp= had been at the right of the rebel
Hnes, bu* it was reported that Hood
was ambitious to try a tilt with “Hook-
¢r's soft-bread Potomae boys.” After-
ward it was =aid he had requested and
secured from Johnston permission to
cross his corps over and wy a round
with Hooker.

Alout tae time we began to fortify
that little ridge Hood's three divisions
were massing back of the timber. The
ridge wo occupied sloped down gently
for about 12 rods, then dropped rather
abruptly for another 10 yards, then a

space of level ground, and beyond an
upslope to the woods.
stood at the foot of the upgrade.

We had begun using our picks and |
shovels, when I noticed that for about
two miles teward Kenesaw our main
line of works was covered with Yan-
kees, who seemed to be looking at us.

They could see the cnemy getting in|

readiness to pounce upon us, as we
could not. The skirmish lasted only
for a short time. Then came the “zip.
zip, zip” of missiles from the muskets
of the men in gray, and a new act was
on, Some of our men dropped their
rails, others put them iIn place, and
within five minutes the men of the bri-
gade had recovered their arms and
lined up with us behind the rails.

Our skirmishers now came swarm-
ing out of the woods at thrice-quick
time, not even looking back. They had
no occasion to, for not more than 15
rods behind them came a long line of
battle, four ranks deep, at double-quick.
The other four guns took position on
our right and left and we poured into
the advancing rebel ranks a rapid and
destructive fire; but a second, then a
third line came at 30 paces interval,
and all merged at the foot of the hill
and opened fire on us.

For 30 minutes the scrap was ani-
mating ard everybody kept busy. 1
did not see a Yankee who was not do-
ing hiz very best. The rebel line was
much longer than ours; they overlapped
our left, but the batteries in the main
line opened on them and they were
forced back to our left front, and soon
a similar movement was tried on our
right, with the same result.

Tneir wnole forece then moved for-
ward under cover of the hill and the
firing slackened. We distinelly heard
the order, “Fix bayvonets,” and we were
expecting them to try a rush upon us.
From the beginning of our service we
had never been budged from the place
we tried to hold, and we had no
thoughts of being driven then. The
451th Pa. occupled the space between
the sections. The old cotton-gin was
eabout 49 rods to the front and some-
what to the right, a two-story building
about 25 to 40 feet in size. The left half
of the first story was open and occu-
pied by a large horse-power engine.
We had a fair view of the west end of
the building; a stovepipe hole was vis-
ible a few feet below the peak.

I was at the right of my gun when
& ball erashed through the top of the
head of ithe man standing at arm's
length from me. He was a young fel-
low about 17. He fell on his back, and
cvery musele seemed strained to its ut-
most tension.  His Captain, standinz
near, assisted by anather comrade
raised him te his feet, when he opened
lis eyves, seized the Captain’s coat col-
lar with botk hands and exclaimed:

“Captain, am I killed?"”

The Captain laughed and replied:

“You ecertamly don’t act much like
dead man”™

But ie war dead, and did not hea
the Captain's reply.

I saw a2 gon stuck out of the stove-
pipe Lole montioned, and another rifle
bhall shaiterea the stock of a moldier:
rmusket near me. I stepped to the side
of mv guaner, and reqiicsted him to blown
a shrll through that siovepipe hole
He ¢'ghtad the piece and fired, but 'y
shot went ton high bv seve-al feet. O3

The cotton-gin |

coming up with a round in his leather
bag. The shot penetrated his right
temple and passed out at the base of
the brain. He fell about 15 feet back
of theé trail. I stepped up to him and
tried to arouse him, calling him by
name. His eyes were wide open, but
they were sightless. 1 then noticed the
wound. Evidently he never knew what
hit him. 1 then said to my gunner:
“You shoot too high. You must

shoot lower and hit that fellow or he
will kill the whole of ns.”

Two comrades with a stretcher were
1bout to ecarry Hatch's body away. 1
told them he was as safe there as any-
leave the stretcher, as
John Dryer,

where, but to
we might have use for it.
my No. 1, said to me:

my line under the fire of his artillery.
Brown’'s and ings’s Brigades
formed the first line, Reynolds's and
| Pettus's the second. The men hastily
constructed hraastwarks of Jlogs and
rails. Soon afterwards I received or-
ders to advance from my position and
drive the enemy on the road toward
Manning’'s Mill. The division of Gen.
Hindman was also directed to advance
on my right. I placed Gen. Cummings
in charge of the first line, Brown's and
Cummings's Brigades, commanded by
Col. Ed. C. Cook, 33d Tenn., and E. P,
Watkins, 56th Ga., respectively, and
Gen. Pettus in charge of the second
line—Reynolds's and Pettus’s Brigades,
commanded by Col. R. C. Trigg, 54th
Va.,, and C. M. Shelly, 30th Ala., re-
spectively. A good deal of time was
occupied in getting and giving instrue-
tions and making the necessary prep-
arations. About 5 p. m. we advanced
and soon struck the enemy, driving him
quickly before us, from his advanced
works, which consisted of one line of
logs and rails, the works complete, and
one partially constructed. The fire un-
der which this was done was exceed-
ingly heavy, and the artillery of the
enemy, which was massed in large

force and admirably posted, was served

“I CHANGED PLACES WITH THE GUNNER AND AIMED AT THE STOVEPIPE
HOLE.”

“We are out of water, and this sponge
is dry and sticky, and I am aboui out
of wind. I wish some one would load
a few times for me.”

I reached for the sponge staff, when
a ball struck him in the right breast,
passing out at a point between the
shoulder blade and the spine.

“Frank, I am shot,” said he, as 1
caught him under the arms.

“I know it,” I replied.

The stretcher was quickly brought,
and as I laid him back on it, the blood
gushing out between his fingers as he
held his hand over the wound, he =aid:

“Frank, I don’t care a for the
wound if we only lick them."

I swabbed the gun and s=ent the
charge home. As I stepped back a
musket ball passed close enough to my
left ear to be suggestive. My gunner
had lost his hedd and missed again,
and T said to aim:

“You get around here and load this
gun; I can hit him,” and we changed
places.

In my two years' previous service as
gunner I had fired or aimed a 10-
pounder Parrott for more than 1,500
rounds, and with the old gun could
have hit a man's face every time at
that short range. This gun was a brass
12-pounder XNapoleon, and I had not
studied the ranges; consequently my
first shot was three feet too high and
passed through the roof. My second
shot was as much too low. It hit the
main part of the horse power, knock-
ing it down and the big drive wheel
with it. My next aim was correct, and
as I gave the finishing turn to the screw
the fellow shot agaln and knocked the
muzzle sight off the piece. 1 gave the
order to fire. The shot seemed to burst
against the building, three feet below
the pipe hole. For an instant the at-
mosphere in that vicinity was filled with
smoke, splinters, clapboards and build-
ing materials. There was a hole in the
end of the old gin that a mule and cart
could have gone threugh. Some 20
long-legged rebels who were inside con-
cluded that was a good place to make
tracks from, and they sgtarted for the
woods with much ckeering from our
side, emphasized by a few shots from
the infantry boys. -

Serg't Hood, of the right gun, placed
his hand on my shoulder and =said:

“Can you see those fellows in my
front? They have fixed bayonets and
are going to charge on us."”

“Yes,” I replied, I can see them, but
the gun sits too low to be brought to
bear on them,” and he went to his gun.

We loaded with two charges of can-
ister, 12 pounds each. I then thought
of the bag of musket balls—over 20
pounds—and they were added to the
charge in the gun, which we ran by
hand a rod or so to the front and right.
A slight depression in the hill led down
to Hood's front lines. We forced the
gun up on a small pile of rails and
thence had a fine view of about 200 of
the enemy. [ depressed the muzzle,
aiming by guess, as the muzzle-sight
was off, and fired. The gun backed off
that rail pile, and the way the grass
and gravel and jumping bullets went
down that hill was a caution.

The shot mowed a swath 20 feet wide
through that line, and over 400, with
guns in hand, believing there was more
to follow, walked up into our lines and
were recelved with great rejoicing as
our prisoners.

At this time the enemy appeared to
abandon the project of capturing the
hill, and large numbers of men in
squads of from 10 to 100 would break
cover and make for the timber from
whence they had come. The rebel line,
however, remained under cover of the
hill until night let down her sable cur-
tain, when they withdrew, taking their
dead and wounded with them.

Our losses for the day were reported
as killed and wounded, 175. We will
let the other fellow tell his side of the
story. Here it is from the Rebellion
Records, page 841:

“Headquarters Carter L. Stevenson’s

Division, Aug. 19, 1864.

“Major: I have the honor to sub-
mit the following report of the part
taken by my division in the engagement
of the 22d of June last, on the Powder
Springs road. My division had for one
or two days previous to the 224 bheen
lying in reserve on the extreme left of
the infantry of the army, about three
miles from Marletta, on the Powder
Springs road. About 12 m. I moved the
ommand further from Marletta, and
Halted it at Mount Zion Church. The
enemy, as I moved forward, were driv-
ing in the cavalry. About 2:30 p. m.
{ was directed to take position on the
‘eft of Gen. Hindman's Division, about

: half mile in advance of the church. I

eame the rifie again, and dewn went 12t ence advanced my skirmishers,

“ha-lcs Hateh, my No. b, who
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and
was ¢ Iriving those of the enemy, e'tl.bll.lbld

with a rapidity and fatal precision
which ¢ould not be surpassed. The na-
ture of the ground over which we pass-
ed was most unfavorable to such a
movement. The two right brigades
moved for much of the time over open
fields; the two left through dense un-
dergrowth. The line thus became more
irregular and broken every moment,
and when the two right brigades had
driven the encmy into his main works
the line was so much broken and mixed
up that, although the men were in good
spirits and perfectly willing to make
the attempt, it was not deemed prac-
ticable- to carry the works by assault.
The commands were halted and the
best possible line under the circum-
stances was formed. Brown's, Triggs's
and leynolds's  Brigades lay in a
swampy ravine, within pistol shot of
the enemy’s works. The other two bri-
gades held the road on their right. The
dead and wounded were all removed to
the rear, and after holding our position
for several hours. in compliance of the
orders of Gen, Howod, the division re-
turned to its old position. With per-
haps some few exceptions the conduect
of the troops was highly crediiable. My
lorses  were heavy, 870 killed and
wounded. Among the killed were Col.
Ed. C. Cook, 32d Tenn., and C. H.
Walker, 3d Tenn. Losses in the divi-
sion, May 7 to 12, 138: Resaca, §75;
June 22, 870; July 20, 689; total, 2,272,
—C. L. Stephenson, Major-General,—
Frank Elliot, Eagle Harbor, N. Y.
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WOUNDED AT WINCHESTER.

There Was n Deal of Fighting, Much
Marching, Enough Exercise and Too
Much I'nsting.

Editor National Tribune: 1 enlisted
in the 3d W. Va. Cav. at the age of 17,
on Dec. 8, 1863, from Lawrence Coun-
ty, Ohio. Served under Gens. Hunter,
Powell, Custer and Sheridan. I was in
all the campaigns of the Shenandoah
and on the Lynechburg raid. Our com-
mand joined Crook at Staunton. [ was
at the burning of Lexington; was in a
scrap at North Anne River; went on to
the Weldon Rallroad, where we tore
up the rails, piled them on crossties, set
these on fire and heated the rails red
hot in the middle, when men took hold
of each end and bent them around the
trees, Then we went on to Lynchburg,
fighting as we went; went into the fight
on June 17, '64, and fought the rebels
until the evening of June 18, were de-
feated and had to retreat. We then
started, June 18, back to the Kanawha
Valley, fighting every day for seven
days,

We did without rations five days and
nights. Returned to Charleston on
June 29 starved and almost naked.
Stayed there until July 7, then marched
to the Valley, going by Ripley, Va.,
where lightning struck in the company,
killing Perry Hursman and his horse.
We went then to Parkersburg, to Graf-
ton, to Clarksburg, to Martinsburg.
There we mounted our horses and
started up the Valley on the hunt for
Early; found him at Bunker Hill, at
dinner. When our battalion came in
sight Maj. John 8. Witcher was in com-
mand. The rebels were very much sur-
prised; they had not been looking for
us. They tried to rally, but were so
badly scared that they decided that a
good run was better than a bad stand,
and we held the ground, with no one
hurt. We followed them, and they
made a stand at Stevenson Depot. The
fight was on July 19 and 20, and re-
sulted In a victory for us. After the
battle six of us were sent out on the
Berryville pike to see what we could
find. We captured six horses and two
men; one of the horses I rode till it
was killed at Winchester.

We moved up the Valley as far as
Newtown, where we were attacked by

carly’s command. The 1st, 2d and 3d W.
Va. were thrown out on skirmish line,
extending from the Blue Ridge to the
Allegheny Mountains. That was the
longest skirmish line I was ever in. We
fought, and fell back to Winchester,
where we made a stand, July 24, 1864.
‘There my horse was killed under me,
and 1 was wounded, at the foot of the
little hill known as “Camp Russell.,”—
John W. Greer, Co. M, 3d W, Va. Cav.,
Crown City, Ohio.
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A War Song.

L. 8. Fallis, Sawtelle, Cal., writes:
“Will you kindly ask some of your
readers for the words of an old and fa-
miliar song of the war days which goes
something like this: ‘In 1861, seball,
seball. In 1861 this crue]l war was be-
gun; And we'll all drizY stone blind;

Johnny fill up the bowl.” I want to T:
up & concert of those ¢ld songs of t
war times."

— ;
How am Illineis Cavalryman Was Hes
warded for Faithkfal’fervice on a Dark
and Stormy Night, "' < 7

Editor National Tribume: The inci-
dent I am going to ¥rel occurred at
| that strenuous time when the gunboats

were hurling shot and hissing shells at
Island No. 10. I was with my company,
L of the 7th 1ll. Cay. , We were de-
tached down in front.of New Madrid at
Gen. J. A, Palmer's headquarters doing
dispatech duty while he was endeavoring
to keep back the rebel gunboats which
would come just opposite, guarding
transports with supplies for the istand.
This was the only means the rebels on
the island had to get prpvisions.

During the daytime w¢ could see the
rebel fleet away down the river in the
distance. They were awaiting the com-
ing of night, as they would not venture
across the stream in the daytime. Gen.
Palmer had some “long Tom" siege
guns, and the frowning muzzles of these
big cannon deterred the rebs from mak-
ing any rash ventures with their steam-
boats.

Whenever it became necessary to
send a dispatch to Gen. Pope's head-
quarters at New Madrid some member
of our company had to take it. Well,
the night the Carondelet ran the block-
ade just above New Madrid, the Adju-
tant about 10 o'clock called for an or-
derly. 1 responded, and went into the
General's tent. He said:

“Here js a dispatch which will have
to go to Gen. Pope's headquarters at
once."

The night was a stormy one. The
darkness was intense and rain was fall-
ing in torrents.

“Get vour horse,” added the Genceral,
“and come back to my tent, and T will
show you where to conceal the dis-
patch.”

I saddled my horse, and when I re-
turned to the General he told me to
put the dispatch next to my bare skin,
just under my saber belt. I did so, and
started on my 25-mile ride through the
storm. After plunging into several
streams, my faithful horse carrying me
safely through the swollen tides, I final-
Iv came to higher ground, and while
going up a hill my horse fell and broke
its shoulder. That left me in an awful
fix. My animal was unable to travel,
so 1 left him and groped my way along
on foot in the darknerss and rain. After
I had proceeded some distance T was
startled by the sharp command: “Halt!"
T halted.

“Who goes there?"” sang out the pick-

"

et.
“Friend with the countersign,” was
my prompt reply.

I was :hen commanded to advance
and give the countersign, which I did.

I asked the picket how far distant
was Gen. Pope's headquarters and what
time of the night it was,

His reply was that New Madrid was
three miles away, and that it was almost
morning. I then resumed my trudge
through mud and rain. I was wet to
the =skin, muddy, and as hungryv as a
church mouse. 1 certainly presented
the picture of a forlorn cavalryman.

Just after day had dawned most
cheerlessly T eame to New Madrid, and
asked the first person I found where
Gen. Pope’s headqguarters were. A large
wall tent was pointed out to me. It
was surrounded by many other tents.
Marching up to the wall tent, T iIn-
formed the sentinel who was pacing
before it that I was an orderly. He
made no reply, and T pulled open the
fiy. In one corner . of the tent—I can
see him now in memory—stood Gen.
T'ope making his toilet. He was in his
shirt sleeves,

I began to partially disrobe In order
to get at the dispatches 1 had concealed

next to my skin. Gen, Pope came
threateningly towards me, exclaiming
angrily: ¥

“Who in are you?"

He then proceeded to kick me out of
the tent. About the thifd kick he gave
me caused me to tumhle over and al-
most turn a somersault,

“Now, stand there,” he chouted as 1
arnse. He then quickly went into his
tent to get his retvolver and kill me, as I
supposed. My thoughis quickly revert-
~1 to home and mother, when the Gen-
eral reappeared wearing his saber. He
then ecommenced to drill me savagely
in sword exercize.

“Now,"” he =aid, “T will teach you
how to zome into a General’'s headquar-
ters without =aluting.”

After putting me through a few more
of the movements in the saber exor-
cises, Gen. Pope commanded me to go
to the Adjutant’s tent. T started down
the line, but hefore reaching the tent of
his Adjutant I practiced the saber salute
o few times, fearing T would get an-
other “boot inspection.”

I stepped timidly into the Adjutant’s
tent, drew my saber and took off my
hat. The Adjutant looked up and
smiled. 1 got out my dispatches and
gave them to him. Just as T emerged
from the tent T met my own bheloved
Col. Kellogge—William Pitt. I presented
a SOrry appearvance.

“Where did you come
asked.

When T told him I had rode and
walked all night through the darkness
and storm from Gen. Palmer's head-
quarters; that T had lost my horse and
liad then been kicked by Pope as a re-
ward for my paing, it raised the Col-
onel’s ire. >

“You come with me,” he said. “No
Regnlar Army officer can kick one of
my volunteers."”

Reaching Pope’s tent, he read Pope's
pedigres to him, and sald if he made
cne move he would put a hole through
him “big enough to drive six mules
through.” My Colonel then got me
some breakfast and a horse, and that
afternoon I returned to Col. Palmer's
headquarters.

A few days later, when Palmer at-
tacked New Madrid, Pope was shot at.
and the missile came within an ace of
hitting him. He then left the com-
mand and went North, and never more
was seen in the Army of the Tonnes-
see,—Simon P. Powelson, Co. L, Tth IlL
Cav., Canton, 11L

from?”" he

Who Has Fiak's Jug?

Editor National Tribune: Can you
find out who has my jug? It is a long
time between drinks—for me—from

that jug that I left at Antietam. Our
battery being ahead of an infantry regi-
ment that was ordered forward, we
were halted to let the infantry pass,
near Burketsville, I think it was. We
drew to the roadside near a big brick
house, behind which I saw a pump. tc
which I went to fill my canteen. The
folks had been set to dinner when a
rebel gun opened on us and sent a ball
through the house, making a hole
through which the family could hav
escaped; but they didn't; they went ou!
of the door and left their dinner. Somec
of our boys pronouneed it properly
cooked, After I filled my canteen I
discovered a lot of .our,soldiers cleaning
out a well-suppliad spring-house, ancd
hurried there to help them, as it seemed
selfish to stand around doing nothing
while others were busy. I was too lat«
to relleve any of them, as the last thing
was carried out before I got in. I re-
proved myself for my tardiness, bu:
that didn't help nmuch. After somu
search I found a, jug that had been
concealed in the spring-house, and it
was full—but not of milk. I wasn't an
expert, but 1 was of the opinion that thc
contents was brandy, and I felt that i1
would afford myegelf and comrades some
comfort. I carried it to my horse and
to the battery, and we were ordered lo
rush ahead, and we went into action on
a gallop and got into range of a rebel
battery, and we hurried to the foot of
the mountain and dug so as to get our
guns tilted up, so that we could reach
the top of the mountain.

There was & green regiment from
New York, I think the 45th, that didn't
know what their danger was, and so
went right ahead, drove everything be-
fore them and captured that rebel bat-
tery, and then we followed them. We
lost 18 horses and had one man killed
and eight wounded. I never found out
what became of that jug, and I would
like to know if any comrade got it.—
Andrew Fi Co. A, 1st Md. Battery,
Cumberiand,

A Regiment About Which Nobedy Ever
Sald Much,

Editor National Tribune: To me The
National Tribune is the most interest-
ing as well as the most original news-
paper in the Urnited States. 1 would
not miss one of McElroy's or Peck's
chapters for a year's subscription. And
the experiences and adventures of the
privatea and line officers are read by
me with the same avidity I used to read
Crusoe and Sinbad.

Up to this time I have never read
a line from one of my regiment. 1
know they are still alive, as we never
lost any in battle, always coming out
with more than went in. Our regiment
was very peculiar in its make-up as
well as in its war experiences. None
of the “youngest soldiers” enlisted in
our regiment; we never captured an
army corps or even a battalion; we did
take a battery of 120-pounders at Fort
Henry, but this was after the gunboats
had whacked it for two hours and the
gunners had all skipped out. We were
never told by Gen. Grant that if he had
a thousand more regiments like ours he
could cut his way to the Gulf, but I
think he did say that with our regiment
in the rear he would always be sure of
his base.

I have never read of any regiment

quite so peculiar as ours. Our privates|.

and non-commissioned officers were not
rromoted for distinguished bravery or
meritorious conduct, for while it pro-
duced such men as Maj.-Gen. Dick
Oglesby, Maj.-Gen. Lloyd Wheaton,
Brig.-Gen. Leib, Ben Brown and Ben
Monroe, the most of us went backwards,
and many who went in as Sergeants
and Corporals and Sergeant-Majors
came out as privates.

The 8th Ill. never did have the credit
belonging to it. While we weére not
desperate fighters, we made good Com-
missaries of Subsistence. Two years be-
fore Sherman’'s Bummers went to the
sea we could have given them pointers
as to subsisting on the country. We
never growled about army rations; we
always had plenty to eat and the fat of
the land; we not only had plenty of
high-grade provisions, but quite an
army of cooks from the first families,
many of them descendants of Pocahon-
tas, John Smith and John Brown.

While we were not very high In the
list of fighting men or ever called the
“Bloody Eighth,” we had some vivid
experiences and narrow escapes. At
Donelson we were outflanked by For-
rest, but we *“squatted” and came out
with our own regiment and part of an-
other. At Vicksburg, on the 22d of
May, we led the charge for a while, but
“obliqued” too far to the left and came
out behind McClernand, where we for-
tified.

At the surrender of Vicksburg we
marched in behind John A. Logan and
settled down to the quiet monotony- of
camp life; but we had our own cap-
tured horses and vehicles of every de-
scription, believing that we had saved
the country and were entitled to the
gratitude of a great Nation, including
the Southern Confederacy.

It was here that a comrade and my-
self invented the first rubber-tired bug--
gy. We had a blooded horse—toa poor
for the Confederates to eat—but a
thoroughbred of fine pedigree, ambi-
tious and speedy. We selected an old
harness, decayed and frayed at the
edges, which we patched up with old
ropes, straps and buckles. We also
bought or recovered an old buggy; it
was so old it could not stand without
crutches; tires loose and ready to drop
off; shafts broken, springs weak and no
dashboard. It was a sight.

We repaired it up and mufled the
wheels—that is, we wound ropes and
straps all around the tires, so that it
was virtually a rubber tire and was as
€asy riding and noiseless as one of the
modern sort. We found a place where
some one had left a barrel of molasses
in a cellar. They had left the door
open, and we took a large camp bucket
and filled it to the brim. Vicksburg is
very hilly, and as we came home we
reached the top of a long hill, my com-
rade holding the pall in his hands. He
had a long, magnificent beard, of which
he was very proud, and he spent more
time taking care of his beard than he
did on his accouterments.

At the bottom of the hill stood a
bridge fully 12 inches above the level
of the road, as the dirt had been washed
away by rain and flood. Just as we
reached the top of the hill in a sharp
trot T pulled up the old horse suddenly,
when the breeching broke and also the
horse. He never made better time than
he did down that hill, and when we
struck the bridge the buggy went into
about a thousand pieces. My partner
went head on into the bucket of mo-
lasses, and 1 landed 20 feet away toward
camp. I never stopped, as I was dazed
and somewhat crippled, but for a dis-
tance of half a mile I could hear the
most awful string of language a good
soldier or sailor ever listened to. 1
don't want to hear from that comrade,
and I don’t want him to hear from me.
A meeting with him after even so many
years would be so full of tender memo-
rles I fear I would be overcome. The
next day, when we were digging stumps
on the parade ground, the owner came
for his horse. He sald we could keep
the buggy.—C. W. Daniels, Co. E, Sth
Ill,, Baxter Springs, Kan.

Mystery of Gen. Johnston's Death.

Editor XNational Tribune: The cor-
respondence in a recent issue of The
National Tribune is interesting indeed
to those who looked upon the form and
face of the remains supposed to be
those of Gen. Albert Sidney Johnston
after the battle of Shiloh. It was the
morning of Tuesday, and I was a mem-
ber of Co. F, 2d Ky., Nelson’s Division.
The news that the corpse of the Con-
federate General was at headquarters
spread rapidly through the camp, and
with a number of others I went over to
see it. I had my doubts then as to the
correciness of the report, and 1 have
them still, Gen. Nelson to the contrary
notwithstanding.

It seemed to me unreasonable. Rebel
prisoners gave us the news that Gen.
Johnston was killed Sunday evening,
the first day of the fight; that he was
caught by one of his orderlies or a
member of his staff as he fell from his
horse. The rebels were at that time
driving the Union forces back toward
the river, and continued to do so up
to 4 o'clock, or late in the afternoon.

Now, Is it reasonable that Johnston’'s
vrderlies would leave him on the field:
that Beauregard, who Immediately took
command, and made the bombastic ut-
terance that he “*‘would water his horse
in the Tennessee River or in hell,”
would not have sent parties to remove
the remains of his chief from the scene
f the conflict?

It is one of the singular thirgs of the
war and its incidents that this occur-
rence has never been satisfactorily set-
tled. T only regret that 1 eannot throw
any definite light on the subject.—F.
it. French, Co. F, 2d Ky., Lakin, Kan.

SRS

Spanish Fort,

Editor National Tribune:
zonsiderable interest
of the War.” 1 was a member of the
14th Wis, in A. J. Smith's Corps,
after the defeat of Hood at Nashville,
Tenn., and following him to the Ten-
nessee Rilver, at Eastport, Miss. We em-
barked from that place and went di-
rectly down the Rivers Tennessee, Ohic
and Mississippi to New Orleans. From
there we went via Lakes Ponchartrain
and Borgne to Dauphin Island; thence
up a small stream called Fish Creek to
a point nearly east of Spanish Fort, to
which place we went across the country
over roads as deseribed by Comrade
Clarke in the issue of Sept. 28, arriving
on the 31st of March, 1865, when we
immedia‘ely went into line of battle
and continued during the siege to oc-
cupy a part of the line near the right.
An assault was made by our corps the
evening of April 8, and a portion of the
enemy’'s line was captured. At about

I read with
“The Last Sicge

12 p. m. our pickets discovered that
the officers of the rebel garrison had
fled, and the rank and file offered to ¢
surrender, when with a mighty chee:l
our forces rushed into their works at

the risk of being blown up by torpadoal'

THOUSANDS ~ HAVE
TROUBLE  AND

Ny
JONT KNOW 1T

To Prove What Swamp-Root, the Great Kidney Remedy, Will de
for YOU, Every Reader of National Tribune ay Have a Sample

Bottle Sent Free by Mail.

Weak and unhealthy kidneys are re-
sponsible for more ness and suffer-
ing than any other disease, therefore,
when through neglect or other causes,
kidney trouble is permitted to continue,
fatal results are sure to follow.

Your other organs may need atten-
tion—but your kidneys most, because
they do most and need attention first.

If you are sick or “feel badly,” begin
taking Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, the
great kidney, liver and bladder remedy,
because as soon as your kidneys begin
to get better they will help all the other
organs to health. A trial will convince
anyone,

The mild and immediate effect of
Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, the great
kidney and bladder remedy, is soon
realized. It stands the highest for Its
wonderful cures of the most distressing
cases. Swamp-Root will set your whole
system right, and the best proof of this
is a trial.

653 Cottage St., Melrose, Mass.
Dear Sirs: Jan. 11th, 1904.

“Ever since I was in the Army, I had
more or less kidney trouble, and within
the past year it became so severe and
complicated that I suffered everything
and was much alarmed—my strength
and power was fast leaving me. I saw
an advertisement of SwumP-Root and
wrote asking for advice. began the
use of the medicine and noted a decided
improvement after taking Swamp-Root
only a short time.

I eontinued its use and am thankful
to say that I am entirely cured and
strong. In order to be very sure about
this, I had a doctor examine some of my
water today and he pronounced it all
rl%ht and in splendid condition.

know that your Swamp-Root is pure-
ly vegetable and does not contain any
harmful drugs. Thanking you for my
complete recover and recommending
Swamp-Root to all sufferers, I am.”
Very truly wvours,
I. C. RICHARDSON.

Swamp-1Root is not recommended for
everything, but it promptly cures kid-
ney, liver and bladder troubles, the

symptoms of which are, obliged te
pass your water frequently night and
day, smarting or irritation in passing,
brick-dust or sediment in the urine
head ache, back ache, lame back, dize
ziness, poor digestion, sleeplessness,
nervousness, heart disturbance due ta
bad kidney trouble, skin eruptions from
bad blood, neuralgia, rheumatism, dia-
betes, bloating, irritability., wornout
feeling, lack of ambition, loss of flesh,
sallow complexion, or Bright's disease,

If your water, when allowed to re-
main undisturbed in a glass or bottle
for twenty-four hours, forms a sedi-

ment or settling, or has a cloudy ap-
pearance, it is evidence that your kid-
neys and bladder need immediate at-
tention.

Swamp-Root is pleasant to take and
is for sale the world over at drug-
gists in bottles of two sizes and twa
prices—fifty cent and one-dollar. Don't
make any mistake, but remember the
name, Swamp-Root, Dr. Kilmer's
Swamp-Root, and the address, Bing-
hamton, N. Y., on every bottle.

EDITORIAL NOTE.—In order to prove the wonderful merits of Swamp-Root
you may have a sample bottle and a book of valuable information, both sent

absolutely free by mail.

The book contains many of the thousands upon
thousands of testimonial letters received from men and women cured.

The

value and success of Swamp-Root are s0 well known .that our readers are

advised to send for a sample bottle.

In sending your address to Dr. Kilmer

& Co., Binghamton, N. Y., be sure tosay you read this generous offer in

Washington National Tribune.

The genuineness of this offer is guaranteed.

planted outside their fortifications. It
wag not a formal surrender; they mere-
Iy lald down their arms and we tcok
possession. Comrade Clarke says that
Gen. Granger commanded the forces at
Spanish Fort, which is news to me. We
supposed our commander was Gen. E.
8. Canby, afterwards treacherously
murdered in the Lava Beds by the Mo-
docs.—Geo. C. Denniston, Lieutenant,
Co. A, 14th Wis.,- Burlington, Wis.

Herole Hoonler 17th.

Editor National Tribune: 1 see in
The National Tribune an item from my
brother, Franklin A. Clark, with re-
gard to five brothers of us being in the
army at the same time, all alive now.
He did not tell enough. Allow me to
add a little more. James H. Clark is
78 years old and resides in Fitzgerald,
Ga.;: H. A. Clark, 68 years old, resides
in Owensville, Ind.; F. D. Clark, 64
yvears old, resides in Wynoose, Il1l.; Alli-
son Clark resides in Clear Springs, 111.;
Wm. Clark resides in St. Joseph, I1l. J.
H. Clark and Allison Clark enlisted in
the 17th Ind., May, 1861; H. Clark in
the 58th Ind., some time later; F. D.
Clark in the 42d Ind.; Wm. Clark«in
the 2d Ind. Cav. Some of the boys did
not veteranize and did not stay the full
time of the war. I stayed from Oh,
Lord, to Amen, except the first three-
months’ service. I was commissioned
Sergeant of the 17th Ind. both terms—
before and after we veteranized—and
therefore have two warrants from Col.
John T. Wilder. '

May 18, 1863, the 17th Ind. drew
Spencer rifles; June 24, moved to Hoov-
er's Gap and used them with good ef-
fect. I was wounded there early; was
shot under the left-ear; the ball came
out on the lower side of the right shoul-
der blade; was laid up for a while with
that hit. I veteranized; was at Selma,
Ala., and finally arrived at Macon, Ga.,
April 20, 1865, and remained until the
last of August.

The 17th Ind. marched over 4,000
miles; captured over 5,000 prisoners:
captured more than 6,000 stand of
arms; 70 pieces of artillery; 11 stand
of colors; more than 3,000 horses and
mules. All this with a loss of three
officers and 66 men killed and 13 offi-
cers and 176 men wounded—a total
killed and wounded of 258.

We fought in Virginia, Kentucky,
North Carolina, Tennessee, Mississippi,
Georgia and Alabama. No regiment
can show a brighter record; none strove
harder for it than we did. Trophies of
our victories hang in the State House
at Indianapolis and in the Capitol at
Washington. Terry's Texan Rangers,
2d Ky. Cav., Augusta Guards, Tth Ark.,
Woolford Grays and many other rebel
regiments and battalions of note had
to see us carry their colors off the field.
We were never defeated. With the cry,
“Make way for the 17th!” that almost
drowned the roar of our Spencer rifles,
we always carried everything before
us.

The Blue and Gray have four squares
inside of the corporation, which is be-
ing converted into a park. It has a
good grove of pines. The vels are clean-
ing it up, leveling and ditching it, set-
ting out a variety of shade trees, mak-
ing arrangements to put out roses and
other flowers on the park lots—all un-
der the charge of three men and three
ladies of each side, and they are trying
in Congress to get a Soldiers’ Home
here. 1 would like to hear from com-
rades of the 17th Ind.—James H. Clark,
Commiscary Sergeant, 17th Ind., Fitz-
gerald, Ga.

Executions at Hilton Head.

Editorial National Tribune: 1In ae-
knowledging the receipt of the army
chart (which has given me much

pleasure) I wish to say a word con-
cerning the assertion of Comrade Hi-
ram F. Peck, Co. H, 10th Conn., that
no member of the Connecticut regiment
was executed at Hilton Head as is stat-
ed in the Official Records.

I was a member of Co. A, 9th Md.,

and on the 4th of April, 1864, was
stationed at Hilton Head. On that
date two members of the 6th Conn.

were tried for desertion, and sentenced
to be shot.

I am positive of the truth of the
above statement, for it fell to be my
unpleasant duty to keep the death-
watch over them during their last
night on this carth.—Charles E. Davis,
Berlin, Md. ;

el
-

Number Killed at Baton Rouge.

C. H. Willson, Co. I, 6th Mich., wishes
to express a doubt as to the eorrectness
2f Breckinridge's report of the number
killed at Baton Rouge. The report says
that 84 were killed, but Comrade Will-
son was there, and knows positively
that the Chaplain of the Gth Mich.
helped bury 400 Confederates, and
many were not buried for some weeks
after the battle, when were found sev-
eral wagonloads of corpses unburied.
Comrade Willson lost a leg in the battle
of Baton Rouge.

Leiter From ©04th Ohle.

Comrade A. J. Mack, Irving, Ore.,
<rites: “Tell the boys of Co. K, 94th
Ohio, that if they want to learn about
this glorious country to write me.”

PICKET SHOTS.

— il

[ rom Alert Comrades Along the Whole
Line.

———e.

Polk Was Killed By?

Comrade J. W. A. Gillespie, Captain
Co. G, 78th Ohio, writes from Middle.
town, Ohio: *The Kkilling of Gen. Polk
is still exercising the minds of veterans
who took part in the Atlanta Campaign:
Comrade E. E. Picket, Co. H, 90tk
Ohio, having taken some one else 1
task, among other statements in yvow
issue of March 31, says that Capt. Sim-
onson, 5th Ind. Battery, ‘was killed 1
few days after, on June 14, while try-
ing to locate a rebel battery, so as t
get the range.” Gen. Polk was kill
on June 14, 1864, so that Capt. Simon-
son must have met his death some dawvi
later in that month, not on June 14
Comrade Pickett, therefore, has evi-
dently got dates and incidents slightly
mixed. There should be no furthe:
controversy in regard to the killing of
Bishop Gen. Leonidas Polk. Hia
death occurred on the date mentioned,
from a shot fired by a gunner of the
5th Ind. Battery.”

The Franklin Life Guards.

M. Drew, McKeesport, Pa., writes;
“I was a member of Co. C, 4th Battal-
fon, La. Vols. Our company, the
Franklin Life Guards, was raised in the
small village of Franklin, La., about
50 miles from Vicksburg. I would like
to get in communication with some
member of Co. C. I wrote to the Post-
master of Franklin and requested him
to hand my letter to some member ol
the company, or some old soldier, bui
I have failed to get an answer. 1 wish
some one would direct me how to get
the desired information. Our Cap-
tain’'s name was Burear when wa
started out. At the battle of Chicka-
mauga, where I was captured, we
were comnmanded by Capt. Ward.”

Was An Efficient Regiment.

Comrade J. M. Griffin, Co. H, 87th
Pa., writes from Puget Sound: *“I hav1
been interested in *“Noted Regiments.”
I noticed that, with few exceptions, the
number of officers killed, or died of
woungds, range from five to 10. I don’'t
knowe that the 87th Pa. was a particu-
larly noted regiment, but Co. H alone
left a full complement of three offi-
cers dead on the field, and a First Ser-
geant died in prison—a fate which the
writer escaped by being dropped at
Winchester on the retreat.”

Seattering.

Comrade Joseph Graham, 31 East
4th St., Newport, Ky., wishes to learn
the whereabouts of Capt. Breese, who
was on Admiral Porter's staff on the
U. 8. S. Black Hawk in 1864,

James O’Donnell, Judsonia, Ark.,
would like to hear from some members
of the 10th Mo. through The National
Tribune.

A. P. Barden, Fairgrove, Mich., wishes
some reader of The National Tribune to
give him the present post-office address
of Robert Evens, of Capt. Mosbeck's
company, Invalid Corps.

David Line, Louisville, Neb., served in
the 7th Mich. Battery and the 1st Wis.
Battery, and would like to hear from
old army companions.

Abram Hibgie, Ulen, Minn., writes
that he is much interested in The Na-
tional Tribune, and likes to read of
the old comrades. He would especially
like to have some word from George
Turner, Emeret Goodrich, Jerome
Humphrey and Larie Cavana, all mem-
bers of Co. A, 4th Wis. Cav., to which
he belonged.

Badge Found at Omahna.

In Omaha, Neb.,, during the visit of
our late National Commander Black-
mar and his party. there was found in
the church a pendant of a badge of
some Wisconsin organization, which the
owner can have by sending a deserip-
tion to me.—Wm. W. Eastman, Room
56, Baker Block, Omaha, Neb.

Is Cancer Increaxing?

We hear of so many cases of Can-
cer nowadays that it seems reasonable
to suppose the disease is inereasing
tapidly. This is true to a certain ex-
tent, but it must be borne in mind that
wo @t the present day have a rapidly
increasing population, better facilities
for communication, and therefore, may
learn of more people suffering. There
is undoubtedly an hereditary predis-
position to the disease. Dr. David M.
Bye, the able Cancer specialist, of 421
N. Ilinols St., Indianapolis, Indiana,
who treats people by applying sooth-
ing, balmy olls, savs, if people in
whose family Cancer developes, would
just use hiz blood treatment, the dis-
ease would be largely prevented and
eventually stamped out. He has treat-
ed and cured many bad cases of Can-
cer, and in nearly every situation of
the: body. The remedy has stood the
test and seems to meet all the require-

'ments of a specific.
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